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1 had not told an unblushing false-
"hood when I had said that I kpew a
man who made umbrellas. To be pre-
cise, I knew a man who sold umbrellas,

“ for I had bought umbrellas from him,
-and for aught I knew he might make
" them himself or at least have them

made for him. But it was too late to

unt him up that night. 1 went home

ugging that precious umbrella, her
umbrellaand her work,andlaidit on the
table in my little room while I thought
over the situation. Within the last six
hours the situation had altered with a
vengeance. Six houres before that 1
Bbad been intent upon running down
he person who had victimized the Ga-
wmette to the extent of $100. Aud now |
was intent upon shielding that person,
©or some one whom [ svpposed to be
that person, from the results of her
misdemeanor.

At times I could not bring myself
te the belief that she could be the guilty
one. Lookiag at that umbrella, her
wmbrella, her school umbrella, I cudg-
=«led my brains for explanations and ex-
apuses. They were rather unsophisti-

-=mated people, this father and daughter,
and perhaps they had done this
wretched thing when hard ppshed for
mmoney, and without a realization of its
‘heinousness. Some excellent people,
‘women especially, saw nothing wrong
#a cheating the government by smug-
®Hing in laces and gloves—rather the
ssontrary; they boasted to their friends
=of their success. Perhaps Miss Rob-
errtson saw nothing worse in getting
tihe best of a mewspaper. Buch an
zachievement gave evidence of moral
¥bluntness which I could not associate
“with ber; and yet—and yet—ths evi-
+dence was certainly against her. But
“wwas it? After all, what did my precious
-evidence amocunt to? It was not
<enough to convict a professional thief,
to say nothing of this young girl. With
“this comforting reflection 1 went to
bed, to dream that the heavens rained
rHve and brimstone*ind that my only
» defense against the downpour was that
ambrella—her umbrella.

‘As it would be necessary to have some
=mort of story ready for Miss Robert-
<son when I met her at the library the
next morning, I left my boarding house

~«early and stopped at the shop of my
wumbrella dealer. In a dozen words ]
Seld him the story and showed him the
vmmbrella. He smiled good naturedly.

“It doesn’t seem a bad idea to you,
Blr. Seymour,” said he, “but to anyone
iim the trade it's absurd, for a number
«a! reasons. In the first place, you
mmever could make a water-tight joint

“owhere that glass Is fitted iIn; therfe
*weould always be a leak there. If that
»was not enough to damn it, people
wrould not earry such an umbrella, be-
<ause other people would look after
Ahem and perhaps laugh; then the
¢ glass would prevent the umbrella being

“furled up into the tight thin roll that
fashion demands; finally, no one would
Pay a penny more for an umbrella with
an eye-ghiss in it than for one without.
If anyone wants to sell you the patent,
-avoid it ar. you would the plague. It's
a capital idea—to let alone.”

There was nothing more to be said,
and I walked on to the library hugging
dhat umbrella. With all its faults, it
was still precions. At the doors I met
Miss Robertson, who had evidently
een on the wateh for me,

“Well," she said, her eyes dancing
wwith eagernesa, ‘“was your friend en-
Fihusiastic?' How ecould I dash her
Ihopes?

“He =aid it was a capital idea,” I re-
olied. She saw that I was not full of
ibope. “But he suggested weak points,”
™ went on. And graduslly I told her
#he whole story. She made a brave
«how about it, but her eyes were dim
wwith a suspicion of tears.

“What does olie man’s verdict amoun?
207" I said, as cheerfully as I could.

““Probably this particular manufac-
=turer is an idiot.”
“You said that he is an intimate

$iriend of yours, didn't you?" and there
~was a ghost of a smile,

“Of course,” I said, only too happy to
=see the mist of tears disappear; “but
Be muy be an idiot all the same.”

*“Oh, I'm afraid not. You see, two

wimbrella dealers to whom papa spoke
=aid about the same thing, and declined
%0 go into the matter even to the ex-
Zent of making a few such umbrellas.
“¥o tell the truth, I had no very great
hopes, and it is better to know the facts,
Poor papa! I must do n good day's
«opying to console him; he was more
sanguine than 1. Thank you all The
same, Mr. Seymour. I'm sure you have
<one your best,”

With her sunniest smile she tripped
into the librarv, and was soon en-
grossed in ber work. There was a boy
from the Gazette office waiting for me
with a note from my chief. Another

ibother was in store for me. 1 was
meeded for a hurried expedition toa po-
Litical convention in Boston, and Bur-
ton, the managing editor, wrote that
e had decided to put a professional
«detective on the mutter of *Daisy’s
Quest” and release me from the job

Would I be so good as to write out whit
I had accomplished in running down
the thief, if anything, and turn it into
the office before I left town? It might
be useful to the detective in question.

Here was a pretty pickle! Unfor
dunately, I had told Burton that I was
searching the eards of the Manhattan
Jibrary for any person who might have
taken out a copy of the Londoner for

1848. My friend, the librarian,.would
give the detective the same informa-
tion. Without a doubt the man would
®o over those eards again, would find
Miss Robertson’s name, and she might
fbe accused of the theft. What was to
e done? 1 pretended to read a beok

wohile I thought it over. Luncheon
#ime came and I had decided upon a
<ourse. I skould tell Miss [obertson
the whole story. On their returning

the $100, the Gazette v '1, with my
Infiuence, tuke fori! ‘ops In the
maiter. If she could cturn the

mnoney, I could and wo |
When the noon bell iang I earrled

Al

| Miss Robertsca’s books to the desk for !

her and begged for a few words with
her on her way to lunch,
“About the umbrella?" she whis-

“No; about a more serious matter,”

Miss Robertson looked startled, But
said nothing.

It was an ideal spring day, and the
air was like 2 breath of heaven after
the tomb-like atmosphere of the libra-
ry. Westrolled along the old-fashioned
street in which the library is situsted.
It was a hard matter to begin. Miss
Robertson said but little, waiting,
somewhat uneasily, for me. I plunged
in, and I take some credit to myself
for the delicacy with which I did it.
I began the story just as if she had
nothing to do with it. I told bher how
I had been asked to trace the person
who had palmed off an old story upon
the Gazette, how I had heard of & copy
of the Londoner in the Manhattan
library, and had finally discovered the
card bearing the name of the person
who bad last taken out that copy of
the magazine. Miss Robertson had the
valuable faculty of assuming interest
in a story whether or not she felt any;
her eyes grew big with excitement as
I reached the climax. We had forgot-
ten all about !luncheon. What an
actress she was! Nota tremor of fear,
not even a blush!

“And you actually found the card,
Mr. Seymour! Well, do go on; what
was the name upon the card 7

“Yours,” I said, slowly. I Lad to Le
eruel, to be kind.

“*Mine,” she exclaimed, with a puzzled
smile.

“Unfortunately, yes.” My manner
was grave. Her smile flickered and
died out. Then a suspicion of the truth
dawned upon her.

“Well—but—then {f my name was
upon that card—then you suspect—
that I cheated your newspaper!”

She had stopped walking, and was
very pale. But her dark eyes flashed.

“Oh!™ she went on, without giving
me time to answer, “how could any-
one suspect me of such a thing? You
don’t know me, but you might have
known that I— This comes of making
acquaintances in the street!™

Her tone was bitter, and her eyes
flasheds scorn. She grasped the iron

Her fone was bitter.

railing in front of a house, as if to
keep from falling. I began inwardly
«to curse myself for having even dared
to suggest her guilt by my looks, if
not by my words. But I found my
tongue.

“Miss Robertson,” I said, hurriedly,
“you say that 1 do not know you. 1
know you well enough to have wished
with all my heart and soul to be of help
to you. I have not said that I thought
You guilty of any wrong, or that 1
even suspected you. But here is your
name coupled with this wretched case.
In another hour I ghall have left the
city and a professional detective wTil
be placed upon the case,
this peculiar evidence. You can im-
agine what you might have to face
and what 1 wanted to spare you. You
may have made my acquaintance in
the street, but, believe me, I have done
you no harm. Everything I have seen
about you I have liked—very mveh—
too much for my own peace of mind.
If we meet again—"

“Will you kindly leave me?"” she said,
coldly. *I must gn back to my work.
I—never want to see you again.”

“l am going,” I said, “and it is not
probable that we shall meet again.
I am not given to intruding myseif.
But if we do meet again, try to believe
that the young man whom you met in
the street did his best to do you a kind-
ness. 1 may be a fool, but I wanted to
help you. Good-by, and forgive me.”

I had not gone a dozen steps when she
stopped me.

“Mr. Seymour,” she said, quietly, and
with a vast dignity for so young a girl,
“you may be right; perhaps 1 ought
to thank you. But Il can’t—you ought”
—here there was a suspicion of a sob—
“you ought to have known. I can for-
give you only when you find the thief
you are looking for. My father will
never forgive you.”

She turned away with the air of an

the echo of anotber faint sob, and that
fancy was of extraordinary comfort to
me for the next fortnight.

I am afraid the Gazette got but indif-
ferent service out of me during those
next few weeks. I went to the Boston
convention, and while 1 listened to
speeches, dull and otherwise, my mind
was in the Manhattan library. As to
whit happened during my absence of

conrse I knew nothing. When th- von-
vention was over and 1 could get back,
my first question to Burton, made with
as indifferent an air as T could muster,

coneerned “Daisy’s Quest.”

*“Oh,” he replied, “we gave it up. The
detective merely wasted a week. It was
throwing good money after bad.”

I breathed more freely, and for a few
days tried to make myself belicve that

“Dalsy’s Quest™ fromm my mind. Se-
cretly, I knew better. For a week I
kept away from the neighborhood of
the library. Then one day I really hud
occasion to consult a book that I knew
was there and nowhere else; so 1 re-
solved to go. Surely I had the right to
do %o, and it would be idiotie to allow a
meorbid memory to interfere with my
business or even my pleasure. 8ol
went. It was just beiore the noon hour,
There she sat as usual, her eyes fastened

upon her work. When the bell ranea

offended queen. But 1 fancied | caught |

I had dismissed Miss Robertson and |

gTEay-1o0RThE chap Thgredi POggies
and with a sickly grin carried her books
to the desk for her; and she thanked
I him with a smile.

Probably she was a good deal of &
flirt. And probably 1 was not the only
young man whose acquaintance she had
made in the street. 1 got away before

|_sho saw me. Another week passed.
{Life had lost its savor. It was of no
| use trying to deceive myself. Perhaps
{ the best thing to do was to take up my
detective business I bad made
s0 brilliant a successof it already! But
that was the only avenue towards a
reconclliation. She would forgive me
when I found the thief of “Daisy’s
Quest.” But where should I begin? It
looked hopeless, and it might take
months—or years. Meantime that
greasy fellow in the green goggles
would be making headway; slowly, per-
haps, but the turtle got there in the end.

Suppose I did take up “Daisy's
Quest” again and gave all my spare time
and money to the enterprise, what were
my chances of accomplishing anything ?
If I gave years to it, Miss Robertson
might at least give me credit for devo-
tion to the cause; 1 might, and probably
would, grow thin and haggard—that
might touch her. But, again, I might
devote no end of time and money te the
case, and Miss Robertson be no wiser
and no better for it in the end. 1 still
had her umbrella; that was some com-
fort. If I could only take it back to her
I should be willing to undergo some of
the choicest tortures of the Spanish In-
quisition. The more I poudered the less
light I saw ahead of me.

Iwasatthe lowest ebb of courage and
hope, and seriously thought of boldly
ealling at Miss Robertson's house to re-
turn that umbrella, for life of the kind
I led was not worth living, when some-
thing cecurred. Upon getting home to
dinner one night I found a dirty scrap
of paper with these words scrawled
upon ft:

“I can tell you where Danders Is to be

press “JAMES SULLIVAN.
"“Bartender at %18 East Thirteenth street.”

My brain was on fire in a minute. Al
the whisky in Sullivan's saloon could
not have made it work at a quicker pace.
No dinner for me that night. In ten
minutes I had found a cab and was
bowling along to 318 East Thirteenth
street. I found my barkeeping friend
exasperatingly cool. I had expected to
find bhim eagerly waiting for me. On
the contrary, I had to introduce myself
and refresh his memory with .hat five-
dollar bill before he could remember
much Sbout Danders. Yes, Danders had
turned up again, but not in that saloon.
Sullivan had met him at the saloon of a
friend of his in Twenty-second street
near Ninth avenue, and upon making
inquiries had discovered that he (Dan-
ders) was accustomed to spend most of
his evenings there.

Off I staried for Tweniy-second
street. It was past eight o’clock wheén
I sauntered Into the saloon with as good
aa air of indifference as 1 could sum-
mon up. Was Danders there? A dozen
men wWere in the saloon, some Playing
cards, some reading the papers or gos-
siping. In one corner was a man whose
face was strangely familiar to me, I
set down before a glass of beer and
while pretending to read a newspaper
studied Danders. It was Danders with-
out a doubt—"a small young fellow,
reddish hair, chin-whiskers, seedy
dress;" he filled Sullivan’s description.
But where had I seen him before? I
have a capital memory, and was able
to reconstruct gradually the scene in
which Danders had played a part in my
life. It was in some gloomy place. The
light was bad. The man was carrying
something in his arms. But what? Ah!
I had it now. It wasa load of books.
Then the truth flashed upon me. Dan-
ders was the clerk at the library whom
I had met in the alcove when ! had gone
to look at that copy of the Londoner,
My work was done. 1 finished my beer
and went to the house of my friend the
librarian, getting his address from the

He will find I directory.

“Can you tell me whose handwriting
that is?” I asked him, producing Dan-
ders’ letter to the Gazette.

“Certainly,” said he, without a sec-
ond’s hesitation. *“It's the writing of
Jameson, the man who has charge of
the magazine department of the li-
brary."”

Then I told him what I had learned.

“l never fully trusted that feliow,”
| was my friend’s commeant as he agreed
to meet me at the library the next morn-
ing.

When 1 got there he was already in
his private room, and before him was
the famous card bearing Miss Robert-
son's name.

“I'm afraid that you don't half know
your business, Mr. Detective,” said he,
with a smile.

“I'm afraid not,” said 1.

“Take another look at that card, and
{tell me if you discover nothing pe-
culiar.”

“Yes,” said I, a new light breaking in
upon me. “The words‘Londoner, 1848,
{ are ip imitation of the rest of the hand-
| writing of the eard, but are by anoth-

er hand.”

l “Of course,” responded the librarian.

“Now that we know the truth, we are
{ wonderfully sharp, are we not? Those
words are in Jameson’s band disguised
to imitate Miss Robertson’s handwrit-
ing, which covers the rest of the eard.
Here is Jameson’s last report to me of
' the condition of his department. Look

at the capital J in hissignature and the
capital J in June on that card. The
reason for all this is clear. Qur men
ere forbidden to take books from the

shelves except upon the written order

of visitors. But they can read the books

returned during the day and need not
put them. back on the shelves until even-
ing. In order to keep that copy of the

Londoner while copying the stories sola

to the Gazette Jameson put it down at

the end of Miss Robertson's list for the
day. Observe that on all these cards
of Miss Robertson’s the Londoner al-
winys comes last.”

The case seemed clear enough.

“1 have sent for Jameson,” continued
the lilgrarian, “Here he is now.”

! The interview wasua painful one. The
fellow confessed in an abjeet manner
and begged for mercy. He had needed
the money for debts, and would relund
it ot once if allowed to go. | consulfed
by telephone with Burton, and that aft-
ernoon Jumeson paid back the hundred

| dollars and left the library forever.

When that part of my work was fin-
ished I went over to where Miss Robert-
son was puiting up her papers for the

+ day. The young idiot In green goggles

v

happened between
us. “l1 have something to tell you when
we get outside.” !

“Have you found the thief?” she an-
swered, gravely.

“I1 have,” said I, barely able to con-
ceal the note of triumph in my veoice.

When we reached the street 1 <old
her all.

“l1 am glad for your sake,” she said.
“You have recovered your hundred dol-
lurs."” BShe was still & deeply offended
divinity.

“T'he hundred dollars? That was of
no importance. I shounld have given ten
times the sum to win the privilege of
taking back your umbrella and to hear
You say you forgive me. In time I shall
hope to make your father forgive me,
m‘ii

“My father—knows nothing of thls
wretched blun—business. [ never told
him that his daughter bad been suspect-
ed of theft.”

“I'hen may I take back your umbrella
this evening? You said that when I
found the thief you would forgive me.
Yop have a great déal to forgive. The
best of us may blunder, Miss Robertson.
You must not expect too much of a
young man whose acquaintance you
made in the—library.”

“Very well,” she said, simply, and the
shadow was lifted.

Shall I go on? 1Is it worth while?
Friends of ours sometimes speak of the
wonderful success of newspaper men as
amateur detectives. Then my wife
smiles quietly. But I think that I also
can afford to smile. You would think
®o, too, if you kuew her.

THE END.
On the Lawyer,

The excited caller d into a
v ropped

“You're a lawyer, ain't you?” he
asked.

*“Yes, gir.”

“l want you to sue a feller for me.”

“What for?"

“Damages. 1 want to stick him for

“What has he done?”

*“Called me a ‘shyster,””

“What did he do that for?”

“I don’t knew. That's what I want
to find out. I'm going to make him
prove it."” .

“And he called you u shyster, did he?
Have you any witnesses to testify to
that ?"

“More'n a dozen.”

“H'm! Do you know what a shyster
is?"

“No. Ihaven't the leastidee.”

“A shyster is a cheap lawyer.”

“Gosh! Sue him for $10,0001"—Chi-
ecago Tribune.

When It Pald.

It was at the village sewing circle,
and the unprofitable question of the
failure or success of marriage was un-
der discussion.
widow, thrifty to the last degree of
New England thriftiness, kept silent
until some one said:

“What do you think about it, Beu- |'

lah?"

“Well, 1 must say that it depends,”
said Beulah. “Now when a woman gits
married, an' her husband gits drafted
into the army, and he gits killed, and
she gits a pension of $12 a month as
long as she lives, it pays to git married.
That's what | think.”"—Youth’s Com-
panion.

Unecle DBIll's Ideans.,

Az a rule when time hangs heavily
on a man he pawaos it.

When a man loses "confidence he
usually finds disappointment.

A barker talks because be likes to
scrape an acquaintance,

A word to a man who thinks he's wise
In generally considered an insult—
Cleveland Leader.

THE ARMY SANDWICH.

One Kind Tha' the 014 Veteran
Doesn’t Find Among the Many
No'w SRerved.

“T read the other day,” said a civil war
veteran, “that there are made nowa-
days, including some that are peculiar
to seasons and some that are made to
order, 75 different varieties of sand-
wiches, and that you can always find
ready, in the big establishments where
such things are sold, 20 or 30 varieties.
I don’g doubt that for a minute, but
I'd like 1o bet that there's one kind of
sandwich that you could not find atany
of them, at any seascn, and that is one
that, if not exactly popwlar, was at least
widely known, and, in some parts of the
country, extensively some 30-0dd years
ago, namely, the pork sandwich.

This sandwich was peculiar to the
army. When the dinner call sounded
you got your tin eup and walked up the
company street to where the cook’s fire
was, and where the camp kettles hung
from a pole supported at the ends by
crotched sticks driven in the ground.
Pork, hard bread and coffee for dinner;
and if there was plenty of hard bread
you helped yourself from an open box;
if there wasn't plenty, then the cook,

Beulah Blank, a war |
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' GROW PRIME FRUTT.
Whe Do It and Get Aoquainted

with the Comsumer Are Bound
to Make Money,

Every grower of fine fruit shoyld aim '

to get acquainted in a business way
with his customers. I have a friend
who grows superb berries, and in every
box he puts a ticket giving his name
snd the variety of frult, and in the
largest type he says: “Price always
five cents above the market price.”
With berries selling at eight or ten
cents ordinarily he gets five cents more,
and that means a big profit. Can he
sell them? Certainly. He sells more
than any other grower in the county,
and gets his price. Then, too, his ber-
ries are so fine and large he gets them
picked for onme-half cent less a quart
than others, an® he makes it pay both
Ways.

In the fruit growing of the future
there must be a cutting dowu of the
acreage of the majority of the growers.
They must grow larger and better
fruit, of greater beauty and higher
quality, and the grower who gets the
closest in touch with the consumer will
get the highest price. Another thing
will be the production on a tremendous
scale by a few growers, by companies,
with certain lines of fruits in certain
localities suited to them. The small
growers might do better by coopera-
tion, perhaps, as to methods of pack-
ing and selling and transportation, and
it will bring more money to pay some
specialist to place your products on the
market in more desirable shape.

I have not said anything of the home
supply. It is one of the most impor-
tant things of all. Every farm home
should have the greatest possible va-
riety of fruit. You do not take interest
ecough to do this now, perhaps, but
think it over, and you will see how im-
portant it is. Plant your grounds with
begutiful trees and make home sur-
roundings beautiful, your lawn attract-
ive with beautiful flowers and the in-
side of your homes attractive as well,
There is nothing better than this.—J,
H. Hale, in Rural World.

PROTECTING SHRUBS.

An Easily Made Covering That HKeepn
Out the Cold and Prevents Croshe-
ing by Heavy Smow.

Protection against cold and protec-
tion against crushing snow are both
furnisbed to shrubs and plants by such
a covering as is shown in the cut. First,
hay is bound around the plant, being
brought out upon the ground to pro-
tect the roots. Then burlap is tied
about the hay, and, lastly, three stakes

3 . W

SHRUB IN WINTER DRESS.
are driven into the ground and tied to-
gether over the top. Winds cannot
now blow the plant over nor snows
crush it down, A similar result can be
obtained by driving a stake down be-
side the shrub before putting on the
hay and burlap, allowing the stake to
project up through the covering. Thia
stake holds the wind in check and also
holds up the covering so that the snow
that falls upon it will not exerta crush-
ing weight.—N. Y. Tribune.

PERMANENT LABELS.

A Matter of Some Importance te
Hortlcultarists Who Want to
Keep Names of Plants.

The little wooden labels which are
used to mark the tre:s and piants sent
out from the nursery are not durable,
They are light affairs and generally are
fastened on with a piece of iron wire
which soon rusts off. If it does not rust
and break the limb will often grow
around it, and may become so injured
as to break off. The name is written
on with & common lead pencil and the
weather of one year will wear it off, and
thus the name is lost,

If it is desired to keep the name of
the plant on a label attached to it it
may be done in this way: Geta heavy
six or eight-inch label and rub it over
with white lead thinned with the least
bit of oil. Then with a soft pencil, and
before the lead is dry, write on the
name and anything else you may wish.
This will last for several years.

Now procure some No. 14 or No. 18
copper wire and cut it in pieces a foot

or somebody helping him, dealt it out | or more long. Makea loop on each end,
as the men came up, so many erackers! £ive the middle a twist around the label

to a man. Then the cook gave you your
elice of pork, you held out yougvrackers
and he laid it on the topone. Thep you

got your coffee and started for your |

tent, walking down the company street,
juggling the pork on top of the crack-
2rs in one band, and the old pint eup
filled with coffee in the other. You did

it without dropping the one or spilling b

a drop of the other; there was skill born
of long practice.
“Serumptuous dinner?
good many other things, that depended
4 heap on circumsctanees. If we hadn't
had anything to eat for a week, then o
pork sandwich with a cupof coffee was
a great delleaey. If we hadn't had any-
thing to eat for & week but pork sand-
wiches. then they got to be just a shade
monotonous."—N, ¥, Sun.

When men blinded by prejudice are
Just the wheel of fortune wiil be square.
—Chieago Daily News.

To S&e the Process.

Wee Edith was sitting near the bank
of one of our large rivers, looking very
disconsolate. *“Oh, dear!™ she sighed,
“the geography says this river empties
Its waters into the ocean, and I've
watched here two whole days and it's
Just as tull os it ever was."—Judge.

and hang it around a small branch,
hooking the loops together and pinch-
ing them up tight. Such a label fas-
tened in this manner will last for years,
—Edwin C. Powell, in National Stock-
man.

Ilow to Care for Apples.
An apple, says Dr. Hoslsins, should
ver nt any time, while being handled
and being stored, become cooler than

Well, like & | the surrounding atmosphere. Ifitdoes

not it will never sweat, for this sweat 1s
simply atmospheric moisture precipi-
tated upon the cold apple precisely as
it is precipitated upon the outside of a
pitcher of water in summer. An apple
cannol be made to sweat in any true
sense. The skin of all sound, smooth
apples is nearly as air and water tight
as Tndia rubber,
The DiMounlt Shopper.

First Clerk—What a tiresome cus-
tomer that woman is!

Second Clerk—Yes; she always knows
what she wants, and she won't take
anything clse.—~Chicago Hecord.

. Optimism,
“I shali never marry,” said thé bach-
elor.
“You alwnys were optimistie,” re-
turned the benedict.—Chicago Times
Herald,

Now comes the malden down a.

(i
“Mamma, has God made everything 7™

“Yes, dear.” N

*“Uncle Earl, there, too?"

“Of course, Elsa.”

“Oh, how God must bave laughed
when he bad him completed.”—Son«
dags-Nisse,

Wants.
Maa wants but little hers balow;
Though this be doubtful, well we know
That woman is not such a dunce—
Bhe wants a lot and all ai once.
=Chicago Dally Record..

“$100 REWARD $100.

The readers of this Etper will be
pleased to learn that there is at least
one dreaded disesse that scienes hass
been able to care in all its lugnbnnd
that is Oatarrh. HMall’s Oatarrh Cure
is the only positive eure known to the
medical fraternity. Catarrh being a
econstitutional disesse, requires a son-
stitutional treatment. Hali’s Uatarrh
Cure is taken internally, acting direet-
ly upon the blood snd mueous surlaces
of the system, thereby destroying the
foundation of the disease, and giving
the patient stren by buildiog op the
eonstitution and assisting nasture in
doing its work. The proprietors have
80 much faith in its eurative powers,
that they offer One Huondred Dollars
for any ease that it fails to cure. Bend
for list of testimcnials,

F.J.Onrxer & Oo.,
Toledo, O.
W S0ld by all druggists, 750.
Hall’ Family

The most valusble Christmas
eént you ean pive your child is one of
Rector’s Pietorial and Historiesl
charts. It will delight your ehild.
Bens by maul to any address on receipt
of one dollar,
address,
Jown K. Recron,
Little Roek, Ark.

KNotice.

The 20th Strest Baptist Chureh has
moved its place of wership from its
former place of worsh (20th street,
between Main and Oafy) to eorner of
21st and Grace street, and the name
has also been shanged to thay of Mage-
donis Baptist Chureh. The publia is
invited to sttend the servicss whiek
take place at the usual hours—1la m.
8. 8.3 p. m.; cogulsr aacyiwd, 8 p. m.

Rev. A. B Sumrra, Pa ssor ;
Jamas Powery, Ulerk.

12-2-1m.
8pecial Notioe.
The ministers, lawyers, doctors,

alerks. insurance eollectors, market
men, porters, laborers, boot blacks,
men in every ocoupation, memb- ra of
minstral pes, Grand Lodge of Ma-
sons, Gren my of Repablie, Bamar-
itans, True Reformers mad all other
bodies that meet in Richmond. take
.;hslr meals at Thompson’s Dining
oom.

WePuy falaer o Sl
01d Mahogany Farnitare

BEST PRICE!

CALL AT THE PLANET OFFICE

IT BEATS THEM ALL. 55~

SECOND TO NONE __
Woman's 'Corner Stome
Beneficial Ass'n.
Incorporated March, 1897
OFICE : - so2 W, LEION ¥
Authorised Oapital,  $5,000

oS ey e e

placed in home office

: OFFIOCERS:

Louisa E. Willi =  President
Kate Holmes, - <« Vise-President
Bettie Brawn, = = Treasarer.

WWSCOTT
808 N. 2ND STREET.

Hair-Cutting. Shaving and Bhampoo-
Lng in First Class Style. 'll'onl-ﬂll

partments now o to reeeive you,
Call and see me. o L1 5

DR. D. A. FERGUSON,

Dentist.

Gold Crown and Bridge Work. Bpeetal
Astension Jidicsr’s 051,

Offiee, 110 E. Leigh Bs.,

MONEY

Open an Accoun with Us.

We will lend ‘:nu amount from
$6 to $1000 so p..ll back in amall
weekly payments SBomething ’
Emly mautuel and takes the place of a

account to persons of small meana
Terms ressooable. Address or eall on

THEU. 8. MUTUAL BARKING 09.-
Room 7, Ebel Building,
882 EsstMain Btreet.

The Custale House.

702 E. BROAD ST.

Having remodeled my bar, and hav-
ing an up-to-date phoz Iam
to yerve my friends aad the pu £
the same old stand,

Chotce Wines, Liquors and
Cigars.
FRST CLASS RESTAURANT.
Meals At All Hours,

New 'Phone. 1261. Wm. Oustale, Prop

H. F. Jonathan,
Fish, Oysters & Produnce

120 N. 17th St., Richmond, Va

—— .

Orders will receive prompt atteation
Phone 157.

Dr. Humphreys’

Specifies eare by scting directly upon
the disease, without exciting disorder fax
any other part of the system.

wo, cunes, T,
1—Fevers, ( ions, Infl th 3
2—Worms, Worm Fover, Worm Colle.., 25
3—Teething, Colic, Crying, Wakefulness 95
d4—Diarrhea, of Chlldron or AAUNE..ccue 25
T—Coughs, Colds, Bronchiitls. .....coereee S35

S—Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache..... S5
9—Headuche, Sick Hoadache, Vertige.. G

" 10—Dywpepsia, Indigestion, Weak Stomach. 25
1 1—8uppressed or Palnful Perlods.... 25
13—Whites. Too Profuse Porfods.......e.
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness. ...,
14—8alt Rheum, Erysipolas, Eruptions..
15—Rh i Rh e Palng, ...
16—Malaria, Chllls, Fever and Ague.....
19—Catarrh, Influenza, Cold tn the Head
20—Whooping-Uough.........cccvveemeee
LT—Hldney DIseases ....cc woooennnibose
D5—Nervous Debllity.c.co. covevireernnns1.00
30—Urinary Weakness, Wolting Bed, ... .25

131143 H

77—Grip, Hay Fever............. P s BB
Dr, Humphreys' Manual of all Diseases at your
or

R ECTOR'S
New Pictorial and Historical Chart!

‘I("he New N.w;orlar the New
antary, wit s i
RNAMENTAL FOR HO luEtH ) T UL e,

1f you have no library you osn not do withoun
labor u-sless 1hey see it.
ving, Leading Living Crestors of Chought snd Ssntimenec,

incentive to

presenis and idea—Howen,

USEFUL FOR UHILDR2EY !

t is. Your children have no
It eoniains our lesding Institution of

Every man re=

: for scholarship ; Purner, for eolonizatios ; Morris,
for organization ; Dunbar, for postry ; Tanaer. for art; W >

ashingson, for & nes

tion ; ats. -Sevant-en  portraits of distinguished Leadera, and hundreds o
faets eoncerniog the Race’s progress. Oar lamensed Dooglasand Ouba’s Mar

yr, Maeao.

The best material and subject-matter ever o

fared the publie-Litho graphs on

Uanvas. Sent post-paid zo say address for §1.00, Most rapid SBeller ever hand-

led by aganta.

AGENT3 WANTED in avery eounty and state in tha U %
and territory on tha first edition, Prios&.l‘oo. 7 b

JOHN K. RECTOR, Publisher,

Beeurs terms
Addrass,

804 Broadway LITTLE ROCK, ARK.

"Phone, 577, -

:=
- New Phone, w33

A.D. PRICE,

Funeral Director Embalmer and Liveryman

All orders promptly filled atshors notice by sele

ph or selephon

Hslls rented for meetings and niee entertainments. Plenty of room with

all neesssary eonveniences, Large
ble rates and nothing

pienie or band wagons for hire st ressonas-
but first class oarrisgoe, buggies,
etantly en hand dne Funeral Sapplies.

eta. Xeeps oD

212 East Leigh Street

CR NExT DOOR.
OPEN DAY AND NIGHT—MAN on Dx]rrr Ary, Niem




